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" All pleasures that Earth affords I here possessed and par-
took of in their fullest bloom; insatiable was my heart, and end-
less my enjoyment. The famed Beauties of the ancient world
were present; what niy thought coveted was mine ; one delirium
of rapture was followed by another ; and day after day, the world
appeared to burn round me in more glorious hues. Streams of
the richest wine allayed my fierce thirst; and beauteous forms
sported in the air, and soft eyes invited me; vapours rose en-
chanting around my head: as if from the inmost heart of blissful
Nature, came a music and cooled with its fresh waves the wild
tumult of desire; and a horror, that glided faint and secret over
the rose-fields, heightened the delicious revel. How many years
passed over me in this abode I know not: for here there was no
time and no distinctions ; the flowers here glowed with the charms
of women; and in the forms of the women bloomed the magic of
flowers; colours here had another language; the whole world of
sense, was bound together into one blossom, and the spirits within
it forever held their rejoicing.

" Now, how it happened, I can neither say nor comprehend;
but so it was, that in all this pomp of sin, a love of rest, a long-
ing for the old innocent Earth, with her scanty joys, took hold
of me hero, as keenly as of old the impulse which had driven me
hither. I was again drawn on to live that life which men, in
their unconsciousness, go on leading: I was sated with this
splendour, and gladly sought my former home once more. An
unspeakable grace of the Almighty permitted my return; I found
myself suddenly again in the world; and now it is my intention
to pour out my guilty breast before the chair of our Holy Father
in Rome; that so he may forgive me, and I may again be reck-
oned among men."

The Tannenhauser ceased; and Friedrich long viewed Mm
with an investigating look, then took his hand, and said: "I
cannot yet recover from my wonder, nor can I understand thy
narrative; for it is impossible that all thou hast told me can be
aught but an imagination. Emma still lives, she is my wife;
thou and I never quarrelled, or hated one another, as thou think-
est: yet before our marriage, thou wert gone on a sudden from
the neighbourhood; nor didst thou ever tell me, by a single hint,,
that Emma was dear to thee."

Hereupon he took the bewildered Tannenhauser by the hand,
and led him into another room to Ms wife, who had just then re-